in a neat semicircles making a tangent of the diagonal
division between the tiles. Lizards have an uncanny sense
of design.

It was this lizard which reminded me of my photo-
graphs.

I possess only two objects of value in this world. One of
them is a camera, the other a letter dated February 10,
18675 from Deak to von Beust. If someone were to offer
me money for the letter I would accept it thankfully; but
I am very fond of the camera, and nothing but starvation
would induce me to part with it. I am not a particularly
good photographer; but I get a lot of pleasure pretending
that I am,

I had been taking photographs at the Reserve and had,
the previous day, taken an exposed spool into the village
chemist's shop to be developed. Now, in the ordinary way,
I would not dream of letting anyone else develop my films.
Half the pleasure of amateur photography lies in doing
your own darkroom work. But I had been experimenting,
and if I did not see the results of the experiments before
I left St Gatien, I would have no opportunity of making
use of them. So I had left the film with the chemist. The
negative was to be developed and dry by eleven o'clock.

The time was eleven thirty. If I went to the chemist's
now, I would have time to get back, bathe, and have an
aperitif before lunch,

I walked along the terrace, round through the gardens,
and up the steps to the road. By now the sun was beating
down so fiercely that the air above the asphalt was quiver-
ing. I had no hat and when I touched my hair it was burn-
ing hot. I draped a handkerchief over my head and walked
up the hill, and then down the main street leading to the
harbour.
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